
The Tragedy of Hamlet 

To lay ourfervice freely at your feet. 

King Thanks Rofencratu and gentle Quildenfiern . 

Que. Thanks Guitdenflern, and gentle Rofencratu, 

And Ibefeechyouipftantly tovifit 
My too much changed fonne : goe feme of you 
And bring thele Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

Gsiil . Heavens make our prefence and our pra&ices 
Pleafant and helpfullto him. 

Queen. Amen. Exeunt Ref .and Guil, 

Enter Polonius. 

Pf/.Th’Embafladors from Norway ,my good Lord, 

Are joyfully return’d. 

King. Thou ftil haft bin the Father of good newes. 

TV. Have I my Lord ? I allure my good Liege 
I hold my duty as I hold my foule, 

Both to my God and to my gracious King : 

And I doe thinke,or elfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the tray le of policiefofure 
As it hath us’d to doe, that I have found 
The very caufeof Hamlets lunacie. 

Kmg. O fpeake of that, that doe I long to heare. 

Pol. Give firft admittance to the E nbalfadors, 

My newes fhall be the fruit to that great feaft. 

King. Thy felfe doe grace to them,& bring them in. 

He tels me, my deare Gertrud , he hath found 
The head andfourceofall your fonpes diftemper. 

Quee. I doubt it is no other but the maine. 

His fathers death, and our haftie marriage. 

Enter Smbafjadors. 

King. Wei l,we ftiall fift him : welcome my good friends ; 

Say VoltemandvfoK from our brother Norway ? 

Vol. Moft faire returne of greetings and defires : 

Upon onr firft he lent out to fupprefle 
HisNephewes levies,whichtohim appeard 
To be a preparation ’gainft the Pollack?} 

But better lookt into, he truly found 

It was againft your Highnefle ; whereat griev d 

That fo his ficknefle, age, and impotence ^ aS 



(Prince of Denmarke? 

® te eSffly ” mes a8Jinft y° or h M ^ eftie ! 

giveshitn three c . . t h 0 fe Souldiers 

££* yoor dominions fa this entorpnM 
OnliicS regards offafety and allowance 
As herein are fet downe. 
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Tol. This bufinelfe is well ended, 

MvLiegeand Madam, toexpoflulate 
W hat maieflie fhould be, what duty is, # 

Why day is day, night night, and time is time, ^ 
Were nothing but to wafte night, day, and time , 
Therefore brevitie is the foule of wit, 
Andtedioufneffethelimbes and outward flourimes. 
I willbebriefe : your noble fonne is mad. 

Mad call I it, for to define true madneffe. 

What is’tbut to be nothing elfebut mad ’ 

But let that goe. 

Quee . More matter with leffe art. 

Pol. Madam I fweare I ufe no art at all. 

That hee’s mad ’tis true, ’tis true, ’tis pitty. 

And pitty ’tis ’tis true, a foolifh figure, 

But farewell it, for I will ufe no art : 

Mad let us grant him then, and now remaines 
That we finde outthe caufe of this effeft, 
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